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Lionel Blivet stamped down on the 
brake, switched off the ignition key 
and swung out of the car. The air was 
dry and clear up here on the narrow 
dirt road; high above towered the 
bald cliffs of the Waraji mountain 
range. Lionel reached into the sedan 
through the open window, and turn¬ 
ed a dashboard dial. There was a 
momentary whirr, then the sound of 
blaring trumpets issued from the car 
radio. Lionel smiled, his sense of iso¬ 
lation relieved by the apparent near¬ 
ness of the studio orchestra ... it was 
a family joke that Lionel would prob¬ 
ably try to sneak a portable radio in¬ 
to his coffin, to accompany him on his 
long trek to the cemetery! 

The sky above was glittering blue, 
dotted occasionally by creamy suds 
of cloud. This was the sort of freedom 
that Lionel hankered for ... the open 
space here in the lofty hills gdve a 
man a chance to breathe! He might 
even amble over to that crude path 
which snaked up toward the crest oi 
the nearest outcropping of rock, 
Lionel mused. He turned, his hand 
moving toward the off.on switch of 
the car radio. He'd be gone for a short 
while, exploring the hills .. no sense 
in running down the battery, was 
there? 

At that moment a strange noise 
crescendoed down from far above .. . 
from some hidden niche in the hill... 
and Lionel whirled, his curiosity 
aroused. A series of blurred shadows 
moved across the mountain's face; 
high up under the crest there appear¬ 
ed to fee a cave which had escaped 
previous detection. Lionel drew a 
deep breath, his blood tinglfng, and 
raced toward the path. Worth look¬ 
ing into ... might be something excit¬ 
ing up there in that cave! 


The sound of the car radio gradu¬ 
ally diminished as Lionel slithered 
and groped up the steep incline. By 
the time he had reached the mouth of 
the cave Lionel had to turn and peer 
far down to reassure himself that his 
car was where he had left it. Then he 
plunged Into the murky darkness of 
the cave. 

Almost at once he wds aware of a 
furious flapping against his body, 
stunning him with its brutal force. He 
shook his head and tried to back out 
of the cave but, to his surprise, dis¬ 
covered he was stretched on the 
rough ground... he had obviously 
been knocked off his feet the moment 
he stepped out of the sunlight! Lionel 
squinted, trying to accustom his eyes 
to the perilous darkness; suddenly 
the things were on him again ... 
slashing savagely at his face, ripping 
at the arms he threw up to protect 
himself. Now he was on his back, 
squirming in agony, blanketed by a 
swarm of hissing creatures which 
tore mercilessly at his flesh. 

He was badly wounded, Lionel 
knew instinctively, tasting blood with 
his tongue. And then, hearing the re¬ 
doubled sound of flailing wings, he 
realised who his assailants were. He 
had walked innocently into a cave 
housing a horde of bloodthirsty, man- 
killing BATS! 

On his face, his nose buried in the 
gritty sand, Lionel felt the vicicus, In¬ 
cessant, deadly jabbing at the back 
of his skull. And in that last moment 
of consciousness, Lionel Blivet's brain 
held a single thought. I'm doomed to 
die up here in this god-forsaken cave, 
an inner voice whispered, and I did¬ 
n't turn oil the car radio! That battery 
. .. it's going to ... to .. . A1EEEEEEE! 






























































































































































































































































The NEW way to enjoy SPORTS 
Movies, Plays, Television 



NOW GET CLOSE-UP VIEWS 
ALL DAY WITHOUT FATIGUE 

Hera for the first time—Germany's famous 
SPEKTOSCOPES —a -evolutionary concept 
them like ordinary aye 
hour—without fatigue. 
Feathar weight— only 1 oz. You'D hardly 
FEEL thaml Yet here is a new, truly power¬ 
ful optical design that gives you greater 
iny expensive opare or field 
a far greeter field of view 
then soma selling for many timas more! 
Hes INDIVIDUAL eye focusing for clear, 
sharp viewing, whether you're looking at a 
i miles away! SPEKTO- 
for indoors, outdoors or distant scenes 
or dose-by viewing. Special low 
price — 1.98, e saving of 8.00 













